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Worth It 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


| used to be blind. | used to pretend | could see everything so clearly, but truthfully | never realized until it 


was too late. 


There was the fighting. We had none of that when it all began. We were happy, at first. We'd kiss sweetly, send 
each other subtle signs we were certain no body else could read. Signs which were entitled to us and us alone. 
Soft smiles, short but tender gazes. We didn't care who noticed, because we knew they'd all think of it as 
friendly. Things best friends do, but it was all so much more. It was so much more complicated than that. 


| loved him. | can't deny that, just like | won't deny the fact that | miss him. But it's only the good times | miss, 
the times when a simple nuzzle on the cheek, a peck on the lips would make my heart skip a beat. When | 
would flush bright red every time our eyes met. When | would shiver like a fallen leaf everytime our skin 
brushed. When words weren't enough to express how | felt for him, or what | felt. It wasn't love, because love 


wasn't enough. Love was never enough, not for him and not for me. 


Then, somewhere along the way, we lost that spark. He began to drift away from me - or was | the one doing 
the drifting? Anyway, the fighting appeared. What | had once been able to laugh away - his temper tantrums 
and insecurity - would suddenly bother me. When he cried, | was disturbed by how easily he would break down 
and how many times he would ask me whether | loved him. Would | still have been there if | hadn't? In the 
beginning, | enjoyed comforting and consoling him when in tears, it made me feel special, like | was the only one 


seeing him for what he really was. 


His anger was getting at my nerves. | had been so calm, taking everything he threw down with a sigh and a 
shake of the head. Now, | would fight back, would stand my ground. He didn't like that. He wanted to be the one 
in control, wanted to be the one on top. More and more often, he'd lose the fight - even though no body had 
won the battle. He'd stay silent for days, treating me like shit. What had once been a period for me to think, to 
long for him and for his anger to waver was now a trial | wasn't sure | was going to pull through with. | didn't 
know whether I'd have the strength to stay with him or whether ld walk away. But in the end, | wouldn't. I'd 


miss him too much. 


Not even the sex was the same. What had once been soft; like the wind through the trees at Summer; like a 
stream snaking through the hazy meadow, had turned cold. Sex had used to be the finale, the thing to top it all 
off. We'd had it a lot, sometimes three or four times a day, always taking it in and relieving in it. Now, it was a 
rare occurance, and when the event did take place, it was rough and hard and heated. Never emotional and 
slow, always angry and quick. Soft lips and fingers had been traded for harsh nails and teeth. It wasn't exactly 
bad, but | often wished that just once, we'd be able to rejoice in our sexlife instead of the self-destruction we 
seemed to be playing at. 


| used to tell him how beautiful he was, and in the beginning, he could see that too. The way his skin reminded 
me of cold milk, of never used porcelain, of snowflakes swirling in the cold Winter air. The way his hair would 
make me think of a vulcano erruption and lava cascading, the flames of a comforting log fire or the flame of a 
burning candle. The way his emerald eyes would make me think of the finest jewellry, the green grass sweeping 
at Summer, the leaves rustling. He could see it too, agreed with me. He knew | thought of his beauty, ethereal 
and rare. But somewhere along the way, he lost that insight. He'd snarl at me or laugh bitterly, telling me not 
to lie to him. 


| remember the first time we ever kissed. He already knew he felt for me, and | already knew | felt for him. 
But we'd never tell. The sky was filled with stars, one or two falling. He asked me to make a wish, | thought he 
was being childish. But | did wish, and | did blush once | realized what it was I'd been wishing for. | gazed up at 
the stars, wondering whether they held the answer to my unspoken question. Much is a fuzz, but | remember 
holding him in my arms, | remember the feel of his soft lips against mine for the first time. | remember the 


fear and insecurity, and how it all vanished. In the beginning, keeping appearances was worth it. 


| remember the last time we ever kissed. | told him | was through with everything, that | had nothing left to 
stay for. He was begging me to stay; he was in tears. He didn't realize that those tears would drive me away 
rather than make me stay with him. | kissed him, told him he would be alright, told him things would get well - 
for both of us. He didn't listen, he called me a liar and a fraud. I'd broken his heart, he said But that was his 


own doing, | thought. Now | see that | was his Judas, his friend, his lover, betraying him when he needed me 


the most. But | couldn't take it anymore, couldn't stand it. 


| remember what he told me once, that when you love somebody, love is strong enough to fight all odds, to go 
against all boundaries. | used to believe in those words, | used to cling to them. | lied in that belief, both to him 
and to everybody else. | swore I'd never leave him, that I'd never be able to walk out on him. | believed it when 
| said it, but it all meant nothing in the end. The words were all just that - words. Because the emotions faded, 


and my patience had waned. 


| did love him back then, and | miss him still. | miss his scent; cologne mixed with after-shave, nicotine and 
some ladies' shampoo or lotion. | never learnt which brand, never memorized the label. | miss his taste; of 
strawberries and sweets, and the other taste of his too, sticky, bitter, musky, salty. | remember the feel of 
his skin, soft, smooth and so frail | thought sometimes itd break. | miss the smiles, the caresses, the kisses, 
the snuggling, the secrets, the late nights, the early morning. But | don't miss his hysteria, his panicking, his 


insanity dragging me down and destroying all we ever were, and all we ever had. 


| don't miss his tears everytime a woman - or man - would look twice at me, accusating and scornful. | don't 
miss his indifference and how apathetic he was towards all | did, to all my ideas and all my attempts. | don't 
miss his self-absorbed and arrogant attitude, the way he thought the world owed him and everybody else had 
to wait for him, would go through any lengths to hand him what he wanted, and what he needed when he 
asked for it. | don't miss the way he was judging me based on every single action or motion | ever did. People 
say he's crazy, and truthfully, he is messed up. He's insane, he's not right in the head. And | couldn't mend 


that. | realized in time, | wasn’t strong enough to fix him. My love wasn't strong enough. 


Every time | think back, | wonder where it all went wrong, and who's to blame. Was it me? Didn't | try hard 

enough? Didn't | do everything | could have done? Didn't | give all a man can possibly give the one he loves? I'll 
never know, because | can never make out the one action, the one simple, single moment that set us spiraling 
down the dark vortex. I'll never know whether it was me, or him. I'd want to put the blame on him, I'd love to 


wash my hands of his self-destruction, of our miserable and failed realtionship. But | will never know. 


| used to be blind. | never realized until it was too late that it wouldn't work out between the two of us. But 
even if | had known, | belive | would have gone through the pain and suffering all the same. Because the 


memories of what we used to be, who he used to be, are -in the end - all worth it. 


